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Long Ago.

Tbe wtB, sweet moon i imiling fcinlly,

JJobeS I misty vestments pale.
, And her face 'oaks meek and saintly,

" ; Gleaming through a aiverVoil.
- ' Brhjhl andfeaiehitas Elyatom, '

'' ' - geenu thisferthot bliss anil woe,
. '.. Arl mam eniraneed in visions

V Of the dreamy Long Ago.
'-

.'. ,TU wt of tl glorious ages ,'
4.

Of the Past, that 1 would inf.
i s, iJot of poets, priests, or aagci,
j '. Heroes, wamors,or kings:

Notof wondrous relics olden,

i
'

v Which the earth w ith grandeur straw;

iSntof moments, bright arid golden, '
, in the radiant Long Ago. ...
bit when wandering liroogh ihe wtidwrood,

, Pr mJ she- rain sudden tears,

as:' i As 1 see, afar, my childhood,

". . Smiling through the mista of years,
. Throngs tiaa aisle of memory ever. -

.". .' ! These sweeidreams will come and gcc.'- -

These visions at the past Forever s

pi the vanished Long Ago. ' ' '
. .

'

. Stauy eyes that softly sliiuiiig.

Lit my hfart in doys of yore: " -

Jn-w- a that bluasuma were eut iuing,
1 may gaxe on nevermore. j

JYiii see Vru dimly gleaming, ,
xk. These calni.'radiaiit brow' of snow. - :

UTiiuh' with heaven tight were beaming

riewhs which &ienship is entwining," ,:

lre aaal area mem while they lasts
' ' The anxe I, Time, iafaai enshrining

. ;.,", , Friend and garland with the Past..
v. tli north tm affrnittn't fl n- - -

Treaaare love-tonc- s sweet and low;

',," And ibou snalt hear in Memory' bowers,'

. t 'Jtf asie of the Long Ago.

. Still my biow a i ia soft carewing, .

- As of angrj ilii.Hi.ig wiuya;
;

' And melody of tender bleiog.
Through my glad heart sweetly ring.

Earth is beaatihil and pleasant:
' : Warm the Kutnre's mriny glow:
Slight and flowery is tlie Present

'. Sweeter than the Long Ago.
LAURA LAUREL.

STATION, Belmont Co.

Choice Miscellany.

WHAT SHALL BE DONE WITH

OUR MARTHA?

BY MRS. H. B. STOWE.

4
Msssks. Editoes: Now that our Charley j

is so admirably disposed or, we have a nv- -

inent to" spare to look after Ins. mother. e;

thall End her in the nursery, her basket ji

jiiled with clean clotlei from the wasbthnrjA'hilrfren

ae'd her dress is neat but very

plain, for she says she has no lime to attend'

to more elaborate toilette; the children's!
aewihg must be attended to first. Now this'
matter of sewing that Manna spote ot, nas or

cerious affair. 'Tis true Ibecome avery
hastened to buy her a most approved sew-

ing machine, as soon as such an article was

heard of. "Now, Blartha," said I, "here is

machine that will do your sewing all up

ly magic, so farewell to your work-baske- t,

needles, and thimbles let me see no more

f those wearisome things." Martha was

delighted with my pift, and soon learned to

use U skilfully; but. if you believe me, she
works as'constantly as before; and to all my

inquiries and remonstrances only replies,
Oh, yoo 'men have no idea how much

ting and finishing thre is to be done."'
yoa and me, I really believe my wife

baa multiplied the number of garments in

proportion to her facility for making them.
(There's a dnen of shirts beautifully stitch-a- d

for myself; now tluxe were really neces-

sary.) She points with pride to Charley,
'lane, and Fanny, and says she sees uo

children better dressed on the street, and

Iter motherly heart is satisfied; but must she

weareut her valuable life for this! She has
suffered greatly .from neuralgia, during the
past yeer.,,J consulted our doctor; he said,

Jt is getting to be- - very common disease,

very common , particularly among females;

the nervous system is easily prostrated; she

must be careful itry aconite and belladona
--- !et ber take exercise in the open air
have freedom from care if she is not bet-

ter, call me in." Exercise in the open air!
Why, that ia wholly out of the question.
3dartha is busy within doors all day long.

She makes capital pies, cakes, and pre-

serves, and ill not trust any domestic with

this department of cook:ng; to tell you the
Uu.i1ih4 should not lancy these tnings maae

ly say other hands. Then she prefers iron-in- e

her own muslin, the children's nnder- -

sjeeves, etc; servants tear fine things so.
Sowith many other iittle matters about

'home. But these things would ba pleasure

if she could rest after them But there are

our children; were there ever such noisy

ones before! I suppose so, as they really
aye an institution Jane and Charley are
ssAftearjyfaa Jgeiand Both are favored,

with saclii remarkably inventive .powers
" tWihev aid each other in eettin? op all;

kinds of mischief snd noise. Now on the
back of a chair, reaching over the open

grate to the mante'-piec- e, now at the sew-in- g

machine, arranging an old stocking
under the pad, and hurrying to get through

before mama appears; now galloping u?
and down the room like wild horses, which

last operation, being most harmless, is sub-

mitted to by poor, wesry Martha, who is

trying to rest a few moments on the lounge.

But there goes Fanny! The dear little thing
used to be a perfect sunbeam in the house;

but she is irritable from teething, and mama

rnmt rise and take ber. 1 tried to get a
nurse' for ber, but h careful mother dis-

covers so many defects that she preferred
looking after the, children herself. In all

this 1 have nut touched upon the numerous

guests, who. Ending Martha's housekeeping
excellent, and her table so abundant, often f

claim our hospitality. When can she take )

the fresh air! When can she find freedom. . , .- (. .1 1 r w i

from care: nai tiuiu je aone tor our mar-tha- i

A year or two ago, Martha's sister spent
some time with us. She was a returned
missionary from In Jia, and from constant
association with the English residents there)
had become thoroughly English in hertastesl
an J feelines. Our manner of life evidently j

disturbed her. SI.e felt no sympathy with
our nervous hurry and excitement. "Oh,
you Americans uo not know how to ehjot
life," she would say; "yon aeed to take a
few leisons from 'the English. They sac-
rifice far less to outward show, but enjoy
infinitely more iu their families. The money
yon all spend in equaling or
your neighbors, would "purchase for them a
host of simple pleasures." 'I pondered irer
words. It is true, thought I, that I take
llfnrtf, anil tli l,i1ilfAM .nn.H .irn
after business Is over, and 'that is all. Thel
children's noise disturbs me, they are bur - l

ried to bed, and are not up when I start toj
the store, so I seldom see them, and can of
course do little for them. Recently 1 came
across a little book, written by Mary How-it- t,

at the solicitation of friends, describing
their manner of educating their daughter,
and there I bad a nearer glimpse of English
life. The mother rexd the life ol our Savior,

no ooimeu oui iuc teesons oi practical
wisdom and piety to her child; the father

her out into the grand old woods, and
there pointed out the sublime beauty of the
prophets; whilst from the book of nature be
learned her the voice of every w.rbler she
listened to, and the name of every leaf and
tree she gsz?d upon... And when the little
girl's health seemed delicate, the mother at
once removed to one of those charming
cottages which the Engl;sh ever seem reedy
to lend or hire, ready finished, to one an a

other; ana mere in a quiet iarm-;ious- e, on
the shores of a beautiful lake, she drank in
the fresh air, and gathered strength from
long rides on her little pony, or equilly
long a!ks through the' woods with her
mother. And when her father could find a
le;sure day, he would take a friend or two its
in his little boat, and s'opping for his wile
and daughter by the lake, they wou'd row

to some beautiful island, and there under
wide spreading traga tpread their table and
enj'y a few delicious hnurs, ere their falBel

returned to the city and the mother and
daughter to their pleasant retreat. Do you
wonder that the daughter recovered her
health, or that Mary Hnwilt Is eo fresh and
yiMitliful in her feelings! Cahftot-weAAtfner- i-

da aomethitig of tb's kind? I know
imnr I'olanil if .we liva ti l npxt. Aucrust. -s

well to Niagara and Saratoga, rich dresser,
lae hours, and little uncomfortable rooms;
we will seek out some quiet farm-hous- e in
the hills, or by the ceaside: tike all the as

and let them ran wild in their old

clothing, whi'st we with bonks end ponies
and pi.kiiieking in the wands, will forget
for a" few brief weeks that there are such
things as counting-houses- , si wing-macbin- the

Dad servants. .

a

How they Behead People in China
The criminals were brought in gangs, if

they were able to wa:k. or i!" they could m I by
walk, in chairs and baskets, the latter of a

kind in which usually hogs ere carried, the
basket being attached to two poles and thus
carried on the shoulders of two ra?n.
When the culprits leached the execution
gruutid they were tumbled cut of their
chairs and baskets dou n upan the pivement of
with as little care and sympathy as though
they had been loads of punkiiis or potatoes.
The executioners then arranged them in
rows, three usuallv when there was a large
large number to be dispatched, as u y friend
informed me, one executioner taking bis

place at the head of euch row, and giving
each victim a blow on the back aide of the
head to push it forward, and lay it conve-

nient
its

for the sword, as all knell and awaited .

the fatal moment.
When all things werothus arranged the

deilh-warra- ot came; it was a banner, and

as soon as it waved in sight, without any
verbal order being given, the headsmen b --

pan their work o! deuth. There was a rapid his
succession of dull, crunching sounds chop,
chop, chop, and down dropped the heads,

while the bodies fell forward, and streams

tf b!ood were shot into the air like jets of
water from a fire engine. The friend who

was my guide, as we stood on the very pave-

ment by the wall on one side of the street
where these tows of victims were drawn up,
told me he had been obliged, as others also
had been, to step back of these wretched up
kneeling men whea the work commences,

lest the blood, if they were in front, should

stream across the street and fall upon them.

No second blow was ever given, for these

dex'rous men are slayers educated for their
work; for till they are able, with their
heavy swords, which are in part butchers'
cleavers as well as swords, to slice a great
bulbous vegetable as thin as we slice cu-

cumbers, they are not eligible to this ofS.ie.

Three second are sufficient for each head.

ins one minute five executioners clear
off on hundred, heads". It took rather
longer for the assistants to pick up the
heads and bodies and pack them up in rough
coffin", preparatory to their being carried
away into the fields and hills outside the
wal's for interment. Nor were they at all
careful that the old companionship of head
and body should be continued, but they of
ten thrust a head and body into a coffin,

which had never met belore. As hundreds
were sometimes executed at a time, occa-

sionally coming up to five hundred, while
these scenes were of constant occurrence,
the whole area swam in bhod if not "to
the hordes' brid'es," yet almost over the

and up to the ankles. The earth
does not contain so horrible an Aceldama, by
bo true a "field of blond." llmg Kong Cor.

of ih" iYcu Ilamiohtrc Valriot.

My First Lession.
Addy Punderson yes, that was the name

of my first schoolmistress. She was one of!

the stiffest, nicest, and most thoroughly
old maids that took of other!prim ever care

. . . .
nnn ' 1 dren. She tainrht in a ;ittle
red school-hous- ", in "Shrub Oak," about
half a mile at the back of Fall's Hill. I
like to be particular in the geography,)
though I had never opeted an athja in my
life when Miaa Pundersoneceived me into
her alphabet class.

I sea her now. sittimr bo verv nor.rht in
her hiffh-backe- d chair solemnly opening
the blue paper covers of our primers, and.

calling me by name. I see the sharp point-
ed scissors lifted from the chin at her side.
1 hear the rap, rap, of her thimble against
the leather covers of that nev. spelling-boo- k;

yea, I fee! myself dropping that bask-f- ul

little courtesy and blushing under those
solemn fray eyes, as she points down the
long row of Roman capitals and tells me
to read.. I remember it all; she had on a
brown cotton dress? her hair was parted
plainly, and done up in a French twist be
hind; there was a good deal of gray in that
black hair, and around her prim mouth any
quantity ol hoe wrinkles; but her voice
was low and sweet; she was stiff, but not
crojs, and the little girls loved her in a
degree, though she did give them long
stretches ef hemming and over seams to
ew. ... ,.. .. . .. J

My first schoolmistress come from some
neighboring town. She was neither
copalian l or .Presbvteriaa; but wore the
nicest little Methodist bonnet, made of
aKvery-era- y stain, without .a bow or bit of,
lace a Quaker bonnet cut short. Then
she had a dainty silk shawl, tinted like a
dove's wing, and always carried her band- -
hercbief folded when she went out to

meeting. ...
The school house stood upon the bank of
small stream which turned a mill just

above; it was so overshadowed by young
hemlocks that you could only bear the sing
ing of the waters as they stole by the win-

dows. Some forty feet of meadow lay be
tween the windows and the bank, and a
noble pear tree full of golden fruit, flung

shadow over the school house, as we got
our lessons. Those great ball pears were
cruelly tantalizing as they grew and

amid the gteen leaves! but when they
came rushing down from the boughs, and

and mellow, it was really too much for hu-

man nature.
But Miss Punderson was strict; she read

the gulden rule everv day, and keenling at
her high backed chair, "prayed diligently
night and morning, while we stood mutely

round." indeed her. control was so perfect
liit-W- e harJly. irrcUireda look it eSpVrSf
when they fell; the idei of touching them
never entered our hearts.

Rut one thing troubled ns very much; just
the fruit grew ripest, Miss Punderson

began to take her dinner basket, and cross
into the meadow at the hack of the school
house, where the would disappear down the
hemlock bank, and stay sometimes during

entire hour of noon.
One day I wos f tart led at my lesson b

eplendid peer that cme rushing from the
topmost boughs of the tree, snd rolled down
towards the milt stream. Dan Haine3, who
was silting on the second class bench close

me, whispered from behind his spelling
book "that the mistress would be after that
pear about noontime."

Mary Bell, a little girl in my clcss, looked
suddenly up and nodded her head. We had
found it all out; that was why the mistress
crossed the bank every noon. She was fond

pears, and wanted them all to herself,'
greedy old thing! We began to feel very
angry and ill used; not one of us would
have thought it. What right had she to the
pears? .They did cot belong to her more
than to us. In feet, Mary Bell's father, who
owned the mill, and lived in the great house
with pointed gables just in sight, .was the
only person that had a claim on that tree or

frnit. ,
When the recess came, we were upon the

watch. Just as usunl, the mi dress took her
dinner basket, and getting over the fence,
went towards the hemlock bank. Once she
stopped, as if to tie her shoe.

"See, see!" whispered Dan, who was on
knees, peeping through the rail fence.

"She's making believe to tie her shoe,' but
she's only picking up a pear. Let's jump
over and see the mean old thing eat it."
Dan climbed the fence "as he spoke, and we
followed, a little frightened, but resolute to

out the truth.
Dan went before, treading very softly and

looking euerywhere iu the gress. Once he
stooped, made a dart at a tuft of clover, and

again. I caught a glimpse of something
yellow in the band he was pushing with
considerable hurry and trouble into bis
pocket, that swelled out enormously after.
But Dan looked straight forward into the
hemlocks and began to whistle, which
frightened us half out o( our wits, and we
threatened to rnn back again unless be
stopped.

Dan grew cross at this, and went back in

high dudgeon, trying to cover his pocket,
with one hand. Mary Bel! and I would
have gone back too, I think, but at that mo-

ment we heard a voice from the hemlock
bank.

"Come, come," whispered Mary Bell;
"let's see if she his really got it."

We. crept forward very softly, and looked
over into the stream. It had a dry pebbly
shore, brokeu with a few moss-cover-

stones, all in deep shadow for the hem-

locks overhung 'lie spot like a tent. Upon
one of the;e stones sat our schoolmistress
snging. Her voice was soft and clear, and
joined in with ihe murmurs of the stream,
solemn ana sweet

The old maid sung her little hymn, and,
casting a timid glance tip and down, to be
sure that she ws in solitude, knelt down,

the mossy stone, which had been her seit,
anil began to pray.

The mistress was alone with her God; '

,'she had only very simple language in which
1 tell him her warns, but its earnestness
brought the tears into our eyes,

Poor soul! she haJ been grieving all the
time that no one of the scholars ever knelt. .l i pi., i l. joy ner siae at prayer, ojs oesuugut uira

ith such meek earnestness to tuuch our
hearts, and bring us humbly to His feet,
kneeling, as she did, for ' blessing, or in

j thankfulness. She told Him, as if he had
been her only father, how good and bright

j and precious we were, lacking nothing but
his ho'y crace. ane so numnlea nerselt
-- nd pleaded for us, that Mary Bell and I
crept away from the bsalfj crying softly, and
ashamed to look each olhsr in the face.

Dan Haines was sitting in a crook of the
fence, eat:ng something very greedily; but
we avoided him, and went into the school
house quite heart broken at our own naughti-
ness.' After a iittleht mistress came in,
looking serene and thoaghtfuiias if she had
been comforted by some friend.

Mary Bell and I were still and serious all
the afternoon. Once or. twice I saw her
beautiful blue evee looking at me whistfully
over her spelling book, but we knew that it
was wrong to whisper, and for the world
would not have disobeyed the mistress then

At last the classes were all heard. " The
mistress looked, we thought, sadly around
at the little benches, arose, laid her hand on
the high backed chair, and sunk slowly to
her knees. The children stood up, as usnal,
I looked at Mary Bell; she was trembling a
little; the color came and went on ber face.
My heart beat quick, I felt a glew on my
cheek, something soft and fervent stirring
at my heart. .We both rose band in band,
walked through the scholars up to that high
backed chair, and knelt softly down by the
mistress. She gave a little atart. opened
her eyes, which instantly filled with tears;
benjlips trembled, and then came' a burst of
thanksgiving to God for saving answered
her prayer. She laid ber band first upon
one head, and then upon the other. She
called down blessings upon us, she poured
forth ber whole soul eloquently, as she had
done under the hemlock boughs

I have beard many pravers eince, but
never one that entered the depths of my
memory like that.

The next day Mary Bell and I followed
the mistress down to the mill stream, for
we felt guilty till she knew all. But she
persisted that God himself bad led us to the
bank. No matter though Dan Haines ap-

peared 4o have dono it.- - Wicked instru
ments, were often used to work out good.
God had answered her prayer, and it was
enough. She only hoped wo should not be
ashamed of having knelt by our lonely
school mistress. .

Ashamed! For the first time in our lives
were"oaraii" IrowSQ "Ann ' I'u'fiu'e- -
son's neck and kissed her. Poor soul! she
hardly knew how to take it; those withered
lips had been so long unussd to kisses that
they bey an to tremble as ours touched tbem.
We were very young, and could nt com-

prehend why she hid her face between those
stiff hands and wept so piteously.

The Inquisitive Yankee.

The fullowng 'new edition, with improve

ment,' of an old anecdote, is exceedingly
rich:

A gentle-na- n riding in an Eastern rail-

road car.which was rather iparsely supplied
with passengers, observed in a seat before
bim a lean slabsided Yankee, every feature
of whose face seemed to ask a question;
and a little circums'.anct proved that he
possessed a most 'enquiring mind.' Before
him, occupying the whole seat, sat a lady,
dressed in deep blacky and after shifting
his position several times and maneuvering

get an opportunity to ook it.to her face,
he at length caught her eye.

'In affliction!'
'Yes, sir, responded ihe lady.
Parent; father or mother!
No, sir.'
Child, perhaps? a boy or gall'

' 'No, sir, not a child, 1 have no children.'
Husband!'
Yes,' was the curt answer.
Hum! cholery? a traden' man, may

beV
My husband was a sea-fari- man the

ciptain of a vessel; he didn't die of cholera,
he was drowned.'

'Oh, drowned, eh!' pursued the inquisitor
hesitating for an instant.

Save his chistV
Yes the vessel was saved, and my hus-

band's effects,' said the widow
'Was they!' asked the Yankee, his eyes

brightening up.
'Pious man!'
'He was a member of the methodist

church.'
The next question was a little delayed,

but it came.
Don't yeou think you've got a great cause
be thankful that he was a pious man

and saved his chist!'
'1 do; said the widow, abruptly, and turn-

ing her head to look out ef the window, the
indefatible 'pump' changed his position, held
the widow's glittering eye onoe more, and
propounded one more query, in a lower tone
with his bead slightly inclined forward over
the back of the seat: ' Was you calculating
to get married again?'

Sir,' said tlie widow, indignantly, 'you
are impertinent!' And she left her seat and
took another on the other side of the car.

'Pears to be a little huffy,' said the inef-

fable bore, turning to our narrntor behind
him; 'she needn't be mad; I didn't wan: to
hurt her feelin's. What did they make you
piy for that umbrel you've got in your hand;
It's a real pooty one."

Soapsuds. There is nothing any belter
"about the house" as a manure
Buy a barrel to throw your suds in for use ;

do not throw them away; it is the aecrct of
the vigor of growth and perfectness of bloom
of a great many (lower pets of the house-

wife. And then grape vines have a special
thirst for just such drink. Prairie Farmer.

A Garden Overrun with Weeds.
"Father, I don't like to go to school I

wish you would let me stay at home this
morning. Charles French's father does
not oblige him to go to school."

Give me your hand, Harry. Come with
me. I wish to show you something in the
garden. See how finely 4hoee peas are
growing! How clean and Wealthy the vines
look! Do you think we shall have an abun-

dant
'

crop!"
"O yes, father. There is not a weed

about their roots, and those little poles, or
bushes, stuck iu the ground, hold them up
so that they have a fine chance to grow.

"Now go with me across the road to look
at Mr. French's pea-vine- s, through a large
opening in his fence. Well, my son, what
do you think of Mr. trench's

Q father! I never saw such poor looking
peas ii my life! There are no sticks for
them to run upon and the weeds are nearly
as high as the peas themselves. There
will not be half a crop of them."

"Why are they so much worse than ours,
Harry!"

Because they have been left to grow as
they please. 1 suppose Mr. French just
planted tbem, and never took any care of
them afterwards. He has neither taken out
the weeds nor trained them to grow right.

"Yes, that is the truth, my son. A garden
will soon be overrun with weeds and briars,
if it is not tilled with the greatest care.
Children's minds are like garden beds, and
they must be more carefully tended than
the choicest plants."

"If you. my son, were never to go to
school nor to have good seeds of knowledge
planted in your mind wben you become a
man, it would resemble this weedy bed in
Mr. French's land, rather than the beauti-

ful one in our garden! Would you think
me right to neglect my garden, as Mr.
French has neglected his!" .

O no, father! Your garden is a fine
garden, but Mr. French's is all overrun with
weeds and briars. It will not y'eld half a

much as yours."
"Do you think, my son, that it would be

right for me to neglect my child as Mr.
French neglects his, and allow bim to run
wild, and bis mind to become overgrown
with weeds!"

I send you tc school in order that the
garden of your mind may have good seed
sown in it, and these seeds may spring up
and grow and yield a good crop. Now
which would you prefer, to stay at home
from school and let the garden of your mind
be overrun with weeds, or to go to school
and this garden cultivated!"

"I would rather go'to shoo!. I will never
again ask to stay at home from school. But
Falhejjj. Ctiar.lt ajfrench's' et

with weeds!'
"I am afraid that it is. If not.it surely will

be, if he does not send him 13 school. For
a little by not to be s?nt to school, is a

great misfortune, and I hope you will think
the privilege of going to school a very great
one indeed."

Greeley Draws a Comparison.
In one of Mr. Greeley's late letters from

the Kansas plains he says:
Speaking of Rattlesnakes I hasten to

retract the skepticism avowed in a former
letter as to the usual and welcome residence
of these venomous serpents in the Prairie-Dog- 's

burrow. The evidence is too direct
and reliable to be gainsaid. A cred ble
witness testifies that he and others under-

took to drown out a Prairie-Do- g in his.dom-ici- l,

and, when sufficient water had been
rapidly poured in, out came a Prairie-Dog- ,

an Owl and a Rattlesnake all together. In
another case a tremendous rain raised a
creek so that it suddenly overflowed a to
Prairie-Do- g town, when the general 8 tarn
pede of Prairie Dogs, and Owls and Rattle-
snakes was a sight to behold. It is idle to
attempt holding out against facts; S3 I have
pondered this anomly until I think I fully
comprehend it. The case is much like that
of some newspaper establishments, whose
proprietors, it is said, find it convenient to
keep on their staff "a broth of a boy" from
Tipperary, Btandirg vix feet two in his
stockings and measuring a yard or more
across the shoulders, who stands read .with
an illegant brogue, twinkle in his eye, nnd
a hickory sappling .firmly grasped in his
dexter fist, to respond to all choleric, per.
em ptry customers, who call of a morning,
hot with wrath and bristling with cowhides,
to demand a parley with the editor. The
Cayota i) a gentleman of an inquiring, in-

quiring,
to

investigating turn, who is an adept
at excavation, and whose fondness for
Prairie Dbg is more ardent than flattering.
To dig onn out and digest bim 'would be an
easy task, if he were alone in his den, or
with only the Owl as bis partner. Y)t when it
the firm is known to be l'raire-Dog- , Rattle-
snake & Co , the Cayota's passion for sub-

terranean researches is materially cooled.-T- he

Rattlesnake is to the concern what the
fighting editor is to the journalistic organi-

zation
or

aforesaid. And thus, while my faith

is enlarged, is m reason satisfied.

Prates. There is much in all prayer
that passes our understanding. It is the
meeting-poin- t of the seen and unseen. It
is the border-lan- d between Earth and
Henven. It is the contact and communion
of finite beings with the Infinite. What
wonder an analysis of ours should fail to uu-wi-

all its mysteries and explain all its ed
divine economy! It is enough that wher-

ever religious wisdom has opened its lips to lb
teach anything, it has taught this; enough or
that the great body of believing men 6ince(
Christ, if we may not say since the begin-

ning, have proved it; that all Revelation,

calmly, as by prophetic, unanxious, assured
authority, promises especial blessings to-it- ;

enough that Christ, by bis examp'e and bj
bis leisons, enjoins it. "If two of you on
earth shall agree as touching anything that
they shall ask it shall be done for them."
"For where two or three are gathered

o
together in tny name, there am I in the
inhlst of them." Dr. Huntington.

Speaking without a Tongue.
The Scots Magazine for February baa the

following:
Mr. Boddington, Turkey merchant at Ips-

wich communicated this extraordinary fact,
of one Margaret Cuttiug.at Wickham mar
ket, in Suffolk, to the Royal Society, July
1, l l, wuu luuugui n a-a- au c.ai.1
inquiry, which was made by Mr. Bodding-
ton, the Rev. Mr. Norcutt, and Mr. Ham-

mond, a skilful anatomist, who attested the
following circumstances:

April 9, 1742, we saw Margaret Cutting,
who informed us she was about 24 years
old; that when sho was but four years of

ge, a cancer appeared on the npper part
of her tongue which soon ate its way to the
roof. Mr. Scotcbmore. surgeon at

used the beat means he could for
ber relief, but pronounced the case incura-
ble. One day, when he was injecting some
medicine into her month, her tongue drop-
ped out; the little girl immediately saying
to their great surprise, 'Don't be frightened,
mamma, it icill grow again'. In a quarter
of a year after she was quite cured. In ex-

amining her mouth we found not the least
appearance of any tongue remaining, nor
any mula, but we observed a fleshy excre
scence under the left jaw, extending itself
almost to the place where the uvula should
be, about a finger broad. This did not ap
per until so'me years after ihe cure. It is
not moveable.

The passage to the throat, where the uvula
thould be, is circular, and will admit a (mall
nutmeg.' She performs the swallowing of
solids and liquids ss well cs we could. She
discoursed as well as other persons do, but
with a little tone through the nose. Let
ters and sy lab les she pronounced very ar'.icu- -

latingly.and vowels perfectly; as also those
consonants that require most the help of the
tonge, d, I, t, r,n. She read to as in a book
very distinctly, and sung very prettily.
What is still more wonderful, noiwithstand
ing her loss of the organ, she distinguished
all tastes very nicely. To this certificate
may be added the attestation of Mr. Dennis,
tobaccanist, in A'dersgate street, who bas
known ber many years, and upon freqoent
inspections bad found the case before
recited true. Some fe instances of the
like nature have occurred, particularly in
one related by Tulpius, of a man himself
examined, who, having had bia tongue cut
out by the Turks, after three years could
speak distinctly.

"Just As I Am."
A few weeks age a poor Iittle boy came

to one of our ward missionaries, and hold
ing up a dirty and worn-o- ut bit of printed
paper, said: "Please, sir, father sent me to

a rea paperjike that." Taking it from
This hand, the missionary unfolded it, and

found that it was a page containing that
precious lyrical epitome of the Gospel, of
which the first stanza is follows:

Just as I am, wiihoutone plea,
Save that thy brnud was sued for me,
Aud that thou bidd st nte come to thee

O Lamb ol God! I come.
The missionary looked down with inter-

est into the face earnestly upturned lohim,
and asked the little buy where he got it,
and why he wanted a clean one. 'We found
it, sir,' said he, 'in sister's pocket after she
died, and Bhe used to 6ing it all the time
while she wis sick, and she loved it so much
that fa. her wanted to get a clean one, and
put it in a frame, to hang it up. Won't you
please to give us a clean one, sir!'

This little page, with a single hymn on it
had been cast upon the air like a falling
leaf, by Christian hands, humbly hoping to
do some possible good. In some little mis-

sion Sabbath School, probably, thia poor
girl had thoughtlessly received it, afterward

find in it, we may hope, the Gospel of
her salvation. Could she, in any probabil-
ity, have gone down into .death sweetly
singing that bymn of patience and faith in
Jesus, tc her latest breatb, without the sav-

ing knowledge of Him which the Holy
Spirit alone imparts!

The incident was so impressive that it
was related in a Sabbath School, subse-

quently, and copies of the same beautiful
hymn were given to all who would learn it.
Groups of children from such schools have
since been seen repeating or singing it.
None can tell what these simple lines have
done, or are destined to do, for the salva-

tion of the lost. Examiner.

Light on the Cloud.
The experience of every soul that turns
God is a convincing proof that there is

light somewhere, and that which is bright
and clear. Was it a man struggling with
great afflictions, an injured, man, crushed

heavy wrongs; was it a man desolated
and broken down by domestic sorrows; wis

a rich man stripped by sore losses and
calamities; was it a proud.man blasted by

slander; was it an atheist gropinf after
curious knowledge, and starving on the
chaff of questions unresolved! Be it one

another of these, for all alike were tor-
mented in the san.e perplexities of the
darkened understanding, everything was
dark, and dry, and empty; but when they
come to Christ, and believe in bim, it is

their common surprise to find how si dlenly
everything becomes luminous. Specula-
tively, they understand uotbing which before
was bidden, and yet there is a wondrous

shining on their path. God is reveal- -
within, and God U light. The flaming

circle or eternal doy skirts the horizon of I

mind. The dark questions are forgot,
left behind. They even become iusig- -

nificant. Their dignity u gone, and the
oul, basking in the blessed sunal.ine of j

God's love, thinks it nothing any mure, if it ,

could understand all mysteries. In all.
wbich it is made plain that, if we are under
the cloud, there is yet a bright Tglit
above.

frr7V .1onmouM (N. Y.) Inquirtr s.iys
that nearly two hundred thousand baskets !

strawberries were carried from that
country by the steamer Keyport.on Friday. I

Communication.
[Written for The Belmont Chronicle.

"WE ARE ALL HERE."
We are all here;

Father, Mother, ,

Sister, Brother,
. All who bold each other dear.

There is perhaps no word in language,
that thrills the tender chorda of the human"

heart like the name of borne. We love the
name because it brings to our recollection
the many happy boors spent within the hal-

lowed precincts of the "Old Homestead"
the companions of our childhood, and the
ever to be remembered friends ofriper yean.;
In hew many families would the above lines
meet with a literal fulfillment, as thair re-

spective members gathered ' around their
firesides on "ihe last night of the past year!
But few. Perhaps a father would be miss-

ing, or a brother gone-perbsp- s-a sister
could not join the circle era! mother wonld
be sleeping' in the cold and silent grave.
But although absent iB person, they would
be present in our memories, and meet with
us again, as in daya of yore. Whatever'
pleasing associations may 'be aonnected
with our earthly home, "there is yel another

"a home not made with hands eternal in
the heavens" in which" I bepe we" may

enjoy the privilege of meeting together-- -

home in which there is no 'sorrow' er' sad- -,

ness a "home in which there will be no!

parting nothing bat joy unspeakable, and'
foil of glory." And when after having gather
ed around the throne With" golden harps to
sing a song o? praise to the Great Jehovah,'
may the family circle not be broken, and
may each repeat in worda of bliss

We are alL efl fcrrj'
Father, Mother, .

Slater, Brother,
AU who bold each other dear. '

J. P. H.

The Cass Doctrine Applied.
(From The Cincinnati Commercial.)

The beauties of the doctrine 'of the Ad-

ministration, regarding the rights and lib-

erties of our naturalized citizens wbo may
visit their native 'countries, as laid down in
the letters of the Secretary of State to La
Clerc of Memphis, and Mr. Hofer of thisv
city, are illustrated ia the case .of Colonel
Charles Ernst of this sity. who recently
proposed to visit Europe, with the design of
making observations at the seat cf war'
Mr. Ernst bas been a citizen of the United!
States for thirty years. Ke has served in
our volunteer military forces, and has on
several occasions seen active service in '

quelling riots. He now holds a commission
ss Lieutcnt Colonel in the Ohio Volunteer
Militia, and is an excellent officer and hon-

orable citizen, widely known and respected.'
He proceeded to Washington to have his.

passports made out, taking letters to the
State department, stating bis character and
position, from the Hon. W. S. Groesbecb,
and other distinguished gentlemen. He rd

interviews With Gen. Cass, and was
coolly told that it would be prudent for him
to stay at home, as Government would not
undertake to guarantee him the protection'
as a citizen of the United States, and that
he might be impressed into the French army. '

He has, in consequence, given np bis de
sign of visiting Europe; and returned to this',
city, very natural.y impressed tbet ce bad
been mistaken ia believing that he would
be entitled to respect anywhere on the
globe as a citizen of the American Repub--.'
lie. He proposes to enter a formal pretest
as a citizen against the ruling of the Secre-

tary of State in his case. It is a question
that he feels interested in having settled,
whether he is a cit;zen of the United States
or a citizen of France, and whether, as a "

naturalized citizen of thia country, he has
any rights hatNapoleon is bound to respect, ,

Nobleness of Character Developed
by Contact with the World.

' St. Francis de Sales1 had oeen able, in
bis knowledge of the cloistered men and'
cloistered life, to fee bow necessary it ia for
the soul to 5s aired ia the outward expo-

sures of the world; and, if we do not 'atop
to question the facts of bis illustrations, na.
one bas spoken of 'Ih'n necessi'y with'
greater fcrce and" beauty of conception.'
"Many persons believe," he says, "that aa '

no beast dares tatte the seed of the he'fS '

Palma Christa, so no man ought to sspira
to the palm of Christian piety as longaa he
lives in the bustle of temporal affairs.
Now,' to such I stall prove thai,' is the'
mother-of-pea- rl fish lives in the sea without
receiving a drop of salt water; and as, to--,

ward the Chelidonian Islands, springs cf
fresh water" ma'y be found "in the midst of
the sea, and as the fire-fl- y paasea through
the flames without burning its wings, so f
vigorous and resolute soul may .live in Ihs)

world without being infected with aSy cf
miy discover sweet springs of piety

amidst its salt waters, and fly among the
'

flames of earthly concupissence without
burn ng the wiags of the boly desists or a
devout li:"e." It was only forbidden him to
say, what is not forbidden me, that here
alone, in these common exposures of worS
and contacts of duty, is true Christian pa: ity
itself successfully cultivated. Alas! for the
man who is obliged to be shut up te himself,

as in the convent life, to face hi own luMs.
disorders, and passions, and strangle them
in direct conflict, with nothing else to do to
occupy the soul.

fcrWe know a modest tailor whs inall.
tu'.es more suits than any half dozen law

vers si our acquaintance. And ma suits
cover nakedness, wbilo theirs expose it.


